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i. 

?HIS moming I listened for the first 
time to the grand oratorio of 
"Elijah." I wantod simply to 
hear one single solo ; and although 
some of the chief singers in the 
musical world were pouring forth 
t delicious sounds, I was impatient 
and discontented until a sweet contralto 
voice began the well-remembered words in 
which the angel addresses the prophet. It 
calmed me instantly ; tny spirit leaped back 
ten years ; and as soon as the singer van- 
ished, amidst dcarening applause, I hurrïed 
from the place to live the past over agaio. 
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I could not stay to hear more lest those 
precious memories, reawakened into life, 
should be dissipated. 

The blessed past ! Let me recall those 
years of struggle, success, and triumph. 
Ten years ago I was a moody, misanthropic 
being ; all my hopes in life had been crushed. 
I had been disappointed in my profession, 
and though still young in life, knew, by bitter 
experience, that love and friendship might 
be but a name. I was then leading an in- 
dolent, useless life; inclined to doubt the 
sincerity of those few remaining friends that 
had not been driven away from my ungenial 
society. I should have gone headlong to 
ruin, had not the remembrance of a quiet 
manse in the north, and a grey-haired, loving 
old man that dwelt there, still possessed a 
powerful influence over me. Besides, I had 
a natural antipathy to anything low and 
grovelling, and wine was not a tempter to 
me. So I kept up my head proudly, in spite 
of my inward chagrin, until my position grew 
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more and more isolated, and my temper 
more morose. Yet some few friends still 
believed in, and trusted me, though their 
faithfulness was often sorely tried. 
. In those days I took long, aimless walks, 
setting off in the morning, to return at sun- 
down weary and miserable. It mattered 
little to me where I went, and by some 
chance I found myself, one Saturday after- 
noon, lounging in the tropical end of the 
Crystal Palace. I could hear music at 
intervals in the concert room \ but the spring 
day was growing chilly after a heavy rain, 
and the quiet and warmth tempted me to 
stay away from that attractive and crowded 
spot. A curious plant stood on the edge of 
the fountain, and I was almqst growing good- 
natured as I peered into the depths of its 
rich crimson blossoms, when I saw a fair 
face reflected in the basin of the fountain. 
It was a face I knew well : its owner, Lady 
Theresa de Bourne, was one of those few 
people for whom I still entertained regard 
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and respect; one of the most genuine cha- 
racters I had ever met. She was a wealthy 
dowager of three-and-twenty years old ! and 
a true woman. Lady Theresa had not 
noticed me, and she looked surprised when 
I turned and held out my hand. Her usual 
companion, an elderly little woman, whom 
she styled " madame, " was with her ; and 
after guiding her old friend to a comfortable 
seat, her ladyship began, — 

" Our places were draughty in the concert 
room, and madame is suffering with a cold ; 
so we stole away from the music. I see you 
are an absconder, too, this afternoon." 

I pleaded a headache as the cause of my 
absence, and a general disinclination to go 
with the throng. The lady understood ; for 
the story of my wrongs was partly known 
to her, and the rest she guessed pretty accu- 
rately. She chatted on in a lively tone as 
we sauntered about, until, as more visitors 
came in, towards the close of the concert, 
her ladyship suddenly turned and said, — 
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"You will come to my musical reunion, 
on Wednesday evening, Mr. Walter ? " 

There was less of question than simple 
statement in the words; but I hesitated, 
secretly wishing to refuse, yet knowing cer- 
tainly that in the end I must yield. I made 
a show of declining, just to see her look ear- 
nest and persuasive. 

" I will have no excuses. I know you 
never make any engagements now, — you said 
so the other day. You shall not be permitted 
to bury yourself, and mope away the best 
part óf your life. I know all you would say, 
but it will not establish your claim to the life 
of a recluse. I promise an adequate reward, 
if you make the effort and duly present your- 
self." 

Of course I promised : walking about for 
the last hour in that genial atmosphere, with 
a pretty, intelligent woman entertaining me 
with reminiscences of a visit to Rome, had 
made me quite soft-hearted. But all the 
next day I repented, and was several times 
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on the point of writing, and begging leave of 
absence ; only I had not courage to face the 
lady's frowns, and perhaps the temporary 
loss of her favour. 

On Wednesday evenihg I arrayed myself 
in the dress which had been laid aside of late, 
making rueful faces in the glass, meanwhile. 
Handsome I was not ; no amount of vanity 
could ever mislead me in regard to my pèr- 
sonal appearance; and I could not help 
smiling sardonically, as I viewed my heavy 
black locks that never could be induced to 
curl or wave. In my gloomiest moments I 
even feit some sort of grim satisfaction in 
thinking and calling myself ugly. Now I 
asked myself, " What does her ladyship want 
me for? Certainly not to adorn her circle 
with my classic face, already rugged as an 
old man's. Certainly not to entertain by my 
conversation in the interludes — she knows 
that I am little better than a mute in general 
society. -Perhaps she requires listeners ? 
Well, I may be capable of sustaining that 
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laborious part. I shall act as a foil to those 
auburn-haired exquisites that pretend to live 
on her ladyship's smiles. I am bound to be- 
lieve those fellows have souls, but it is hard 
to say what they do with tliem in society. 
What useless lives they live ! Useless !" here 
I stopped short. Conscience drew me up, as 
my eyes feil upon the half-finished pieces 
of sculpture lying around me ; for so had they 
lain for the last six months, and I had not 
had the spirit to touch a chisel. What kind 
of a life had I been leading ? Instead of 
boldly facing my misery, fighting it out, and 
conquering it like a man, or taking up my 
burden and learning to carry and hide its 
weight, I had bent under it like a child, con- 
templating it daily in helpless depression and 
despair. I closed the door of my studio, 
humbled and ashamed. 

A girl I'knew very well, who was a bril- 
liant performer, was just rising from the 
grand piano when I reached my friend's 
house. The room was too crowded for me 
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to think of insinuating myself at present 
through the throng to the place where I saw 
my hostess standing. She was at this mo- 
ment surrounded by the usual bevy of 
admirers,. who were entreating her to take 
the vacant seat at the piano. She was 
listening to their entreaties with a slightly 
scornful lip, answering each undaunted 
pleader, I well guessed, with her customary 
esprit Suddenly her eye caught mine, 
and we exchanged a bow. She seemed to 
change her mind ; why, I could not divine ; 
but she yielded directly, to the satisfaction, 
and perhaps mistaken triumph of those per- 
fumed, lisping fops. 

Lady Theresa had a magnificent voice, and 
loved music for its own sake. I had often 
wondered to see how her whole face would 
change under its influence ; all the pride of 
her nature melted out of it, and a child's 
soul seemed to possess her, as soon as her 
own fingers touched the keys, or those of 
any true musician. She always sang what- 
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ever the mood of the moment prompted; 
and that night, the first few chords she 
struck told me she was sad and unsatisfied. 
She might speak gay words with an aching 
heart, but never could she mock her feelings 
with her beloved music. 

She chose a song of Shelley's, called the 
" Flight of Love," which her ladyship had 
adapted to a melancholy German air. It 
was only too congenial to my own thoughts, . 
and laid me under a spell ; a doublé sense 
of heaviness and oppression crept over me, 
and I had no power to lift the weight from 
me, when she feil into a soothing major key, 
and closed her lament with Longfellow's 
hopeful words : — 

" O weary hearts ! O slumbering eyes 
O drooping souls, whose destinies 
Are fraught with fear and pain, 
Ye shall be loved again." 

I was still fighting with the demon Hope- 
lessness, when some one touched my sleeve. 
The music had ceased, without my notice, 
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and I turned, to see my hostess by my side. 
I took the white, jewelled hand of my lady, 
as she archly exclaimed, — 

"Has Minerva turned her aegis towards 
you, Mr. Walter? The last five minutes, 
no statue in your studio could look more 
like stone or marble. You might stand as 
a model for one of that goddess's victims." 
• "Your ladyship is the goddess," I gravely 
replied, " and your enchantments alone have 
transfixed me. Who but yourself can break 
the magie spell ? It is my duty, I presume, 
to offer up to you the incense of praise and 
adulation, as yonder gallants have doubtless 
already done. But I can only fed your 
music." 

The lady looked reproachfully at me. 
Society had never taught her how to hide 
her feelings successfully ; the fire was always 
ready to flash up into her eyes, in a manner 
quite at variance with the indifferent, pas- 
sive, unemotional style, usually considered 
the climax of good breeding. Lady Theresa 




was not ashamed of possessing a heart and 
soul that beamed forth in the ever varying 
expression of her face. She shook her head 
at my last remark, and replied, earnestly, — 

" You are satirical, Mr. Walter ; or else 
jour discernment is so small you cannot see 
that such a tribute as yours is the most flat- 
tering, and the only one acceptable. You 
cannot do me the injustice to suppose that 
I take delight in the unmeaning, conven- 
tional speeches addressed to me !" 

" How am I to think otherwise?" I 

replied, feeling I must say the plain truth. 

" I see you perpetually surrounded by those 

whose chief object in life seems to be that of 

* pouring honeyed words into your ladyship's 



ears." 



She pretended to frown, but half-smïled at 
my bluntness. 

"Worse and worse, Mr. Walter. I gave 
you credit for greater penetration. Fortune 
cast my lot in this class, and I cannot shut 
myself up like a nun because people are too 
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polite to me. Besides, there really are some 
good sort of creatures amongst them. ,, 

" So your ladyship thinks an insincere 
world better than none at all ?" I asked. 

"At any rate, I never doubted your sin- 
cerity, and from henceforth shall not ques- 
tion your frankness, Mr. Walter," said she, 
laughingly. "And to confess the truth, I 
am often sorely chafed when, after I have 
played and sung myself into a happier and 
more contented frame of mind, a word of 
commonplace praise has put me entirely out 
of tune again." 

" You are not the only one, Lady Theresa, 
that finds it hard to rule their own spirit," I 
replied, most sincerely. 

" I should have guessed that you had 
pretty well overcome all difficulties in the 
matter of self-government," said the lady, 
in ignorance of my recent conflict. " Artists 
always seem to me so independent ; and 
apart from outward changes, they might live 
in any age, or in any country, I should 




Gabriella. 19 



think, and would yet be much the same, 
save in the minor influences of life." 

" Ah ! it is those ' minor influences ' that 
often exercise over us the greatest tyranny. 
But let me ask, do you suppose that Lady 
Theresa would have been just the same 
person if she had been a Roman maiden, or 
a Turkish lady immured within four walls ?" 

"No, indeed, Mr. Waker; that is no 
parallel case. I have half a dozen tenden- 
cies, any of which might have been the 
leading one in my character. I was speak- 
ing of the inner life of an artist, which must 
be very similar, under any sky or in any 
country." 

" I accept your theory, to a certain ex- 
tent," I replied. 

"Well, we cannot discuss the points of 
difference, fully, just now. You are here to- 
night, but I know it is not inclination that 
brought you into this scène. You may have 
come solely to gratify me ; or, perhaps, it 
was because you would not take the trouble 
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to refuse,. knowing how I like to have my 
own way. Yet my motive is a disinterested 
one. I fancied you needed a change, if it 
were even for the worse. Whatever may be 
the reason for your yielding your own pre- 
ferences to my wishes, I see you here in 
body, but I fancy little else of you is present. 
You artists have all an ideal world of your 
own creation, in which you live a grand kind 
of solitary life.'* 

" So have all those, Lady Theresa, whose 
imaginations are strong enough to create 
invisible worlds of their own : they need 
not be artists or poets — they may be simple 
dreamers. But such worlds are by no 
means solitary. I have met the bravest 
compariy, and seen the sweetest smiles, in 
those unseen regions; but these are excep- 
tions : more than half my world is still 
chaos. Some live for years before the first 
morning dawns in the soul. However, you 
do me injustice when you say that little else 
but my body is here. Your music is seduc- 
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tive enough to call back any wandering 
spirit, and mine came instantly at your sum- 
mons." 

" Well, it is satisfactory to know that you 
are complete," said the lady smiling ; " and 
I am going to compensate you for leaving 
your own high world for my less exalted 
sphere. I challenge you to prove if you 
have met anything so rare as the jewel that 
will shine to-night : if you have, 1 shall want 
the proof in purest marble. Have patience ; 
do not forsake us too soon, and you shall 
acknowledge that I have not beguiled you 
her e in vain." 

With \ parting nod, my hostess left my 
'side, to mingle amongst her other guests, 
who no doubt wondered why Lady Theresa 
de Bourne wasted her precious moments 
over such an obscure and ungainly indi- 
vidual as myself. 

As the evening wore itself away — I con- 
fess, somewhat slowly and tediously — I 
would gladly have made my escape by the 
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nearest door, for the room grew oppressively 
hot, and the musical entertainment parti- 
cularly wearisome. It is not every style of 
composer or performer that can charm me. 
But between curiosity and gratitude I feit 
constrained to stay; and to lessen my dis- 
comfort, I managed to reach an open 
window, with a balcony outside, nearly 
filled with the earliest summer flowers. It 
was the first of May, and a soft, balmy even- 
ing; the air was most refreshing, and the 
sweet scent of the flowers a delightful ex- 
change for the heavily perfumed atmosphere 
within. 

Half-hidden by a curtain, I could watch 
Lady Theresa, and soon I saw her scanning 
the crowd, as if for some particular face; 
and, flattering myself that possibly it might 
be ray own for which her eye sought, I 
brought my rough-hewn features into bold 
relief against some white lace drapery. I 
had guessed rightly; she smiled approval, 
and instantly bent down to speak to some 
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one that was invisible from my post of 
observation. 

"Perhaps this is the jewel she is going to 
introducé to me, kept hidden in that corner ; 
or is it some brilliant star that is to quench 
these smaller lights?" Such were my 
thoughts as I contemplated the white roses 
that adorned Lady Theresa's bent head. 
When she lifted it, her countenance wore a 
peculiarly soft expression, and her voice had 
an equally tender tone when she spoke. 

There was a pause in the music, and I 
heard her say to those around her, — 

" Miss Fountain only sings sacred music ; 
but that is not sufficiënt excuse for her total 
silence this evening." 

" No, indeed," chimed in quite a chorus 
of voices, foliowed by some further Commu- 
nications with the unseen one. Then mat- 
ters seemed settled, for some one played a 
prelude. I was thinking it rather odd, and 
wondering the incognita did not appear, 
when a figure rosé from the retired corner 




and advanced a step or two. Then my won- 
der was lost in a variety of other sensations. 
I could not remove my eyes frorn the half- 
angel, half-woman, that I presumed was Miss 
Fountain. To see her merely was a delight 
worth any sacrifice ; but the pleasuré was to 
be twofold. A deep and solemn hush 
gradually sunk upon the assembly as the 
most seraphic voice I had ever listened to or 
dreamt of stole through the room. If my 
hostess' song had chained me before, I was 
riveted now. I could almost have cursed 
anything that had interrupted, and L trem- 
bled lest any sound without should intrude 
upon this delicious harmony. 

But in the midst of my intense admiration 
of the beautiful singer, I was conscious of 
something peculiar about her ; what, I could 
not define, except that she seemed separated 
from every one around her by an invisible 
differencè. Miss Fountain did not go near 
the instrument, but stood with her hands 
loosely clasped, and her head slightly in- 
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clined. Whether it was the air of purity 
about her face and form, or the perfect sim- 
plicity and absence of all self-consciousness 
in her demeanour and voice, I could not 
teil; until once she raised her head, and 
fixed her eyes — upon what ? A thrill of pity 
shot through me, as I murmured, " She is 
blind ! " 

They were bright and beautiful eyes, that 
seemed to pierce through the veil that hides 
us from the spiritual world, with a very 
yearning look, touching to behold. The sad 
knowledge that she was sightless only made 
her words sound sweeter, as now almost 
whispering, and now in pleading tones, she 
reiterated the entreaty and promise of the 
angel to the despairing prophet : " O rest in 
the Lord, wait patiently for Him, and He 
shall give thee thy heart's desires." Blessed 
words ! but what promise less likely to be 
fulfilled, as far as I was concerned ? Yet I 
threw aside every doubt. Unbelief should 
not disturb my pleasure for once. I would 



26 Gabriella. 



be glad. Why should there not be happiness 
for me, as well as for others? I would 
believe that she, the blind one, sang for me ; 
that she knew, with her keen sensitiveness, 
that some one near her was more blind than 
herself. The comfort " slid into my soul ; " 
and almost from that very hour, when she 
feit after me, and tenderly laid her halm on 
my spirit, the wounds began to heal. 

I see Miss Fountain now, as I saw her 
then ; and I have often wondered if she 
knew how very fair she was — how quaint and 
unworldly — with her white cashmere dress 
falling in soft folds to her feet ; her brown 
hair waving below her waist; her sweet, 
sightless eyes, with the beseeching look in 
them, that one only sees in brown eyes. And 
I hear again the sweet s il ver tones that 
brought the first dawn of hope to my proud 
and bitter heart. Perhaps the effect of such 
a strain, in such a place, could not have 
been more striking had an angel descended 
amongst us, and said, — " Listen to me for a 
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brief whil'e, and I will sing you one of Zion's 
songs." 

In the breathless pause that foliowed the 
last tremulous, prolonged notes of the song, 
I looked for Lady Theresa. She had clasped 
Miss Fountain's hand, her face was not 
visible, but I knew that her heart, too, must 
have been stirred to its depths. The world 
had not dried up the springs of goodness 
and truth, although it had done its utmost to 
make her simply a woman of fashion. 

A few minutes after Miss Fountain had 
resumed her seat I passed through the 
throng and was quickly traversing the moon- 
lit streets. I had had my reward. Lady 
Theresa had more than fulfilled her promise, 
and I could not stay to have those holy 
impressions effaced by anything less sacred. 
I feit like a changed being as I opened the 
door of my studio. There, in the silvery 
light, lay the fragments of many a study, cast 
too hastily aside in my fits of gloom and 
despair. One or two models I had even 
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ground to powder in an evil moment. I lit 
a lamp, and in a strange state of mind care- 
fully examined the work and destruction of 
the last year, when the final blow had come 
to my sinking hopes. I looked on these 
things as if they belonged to another, and I 
was trying to read his history in the contents 
of his roonv 

" Yes," I meritally exclaimed, " it is a true 
picture of myself and my life, full of unac- 
complished purposes and futile endeavours ; 
but then, too, I have been rash and im- 
patient ; I have never learned how to wait. 
'Wait patiently,' the blind girl said. Cer- 
tainly, a much larger share of ill-luck has 
fallen to my lot than most men meet 
with. But still, how many times I have 
made simple misfortunes absolute curses by 
my folly and passion ! Other men have con- 
quered what seemed their evil destinies, and 
so will L And this gentle Una (I must see 
her face again), she shall melt and tame 
my untractable nature; this St. Cecilia's 
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numbers have already drawn me from the 
lowest cjepths, to see the glimmering light of 
day above." So thought I, in the strength 
of new-born hopes ; in danger almost of for- 
getting the message in sweet dreams of the 
messenger. 

The sober light ot morning stripped away 
some of the enthusiasm that had cast such a 
halo over all things the previous night, but 
it léft behind some sensible resolutions, 
and these strengthened as I put them into 
practice. My old employments were re- 
sumed, and the walls re-echoed, as of old, 
with the tap, tap of my chisel. 
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II. 

About noon Lady Theresa entered my 
studio, leading Miss Fountain by the hand, 
whom she introduced as " My cousin Ga- 
briella, ,, and then seated her in a chair 
near the window. Her ladyship was un- 
usually sedate, and wandered round my 
room in an absent sort of way. Suddenly 
she came up to me, where I was clearing an 
easy-chair for her use, and said abruptly, — 

" You did not wait last night to make your 
adieux, sir. But perhaps I over-rated my 
coushVs power to please." 

" The fact that I never remembered the 
ordinary civilities due to my hostess is on e 
proof that Miss Fountain did more, much 
more, than give me pleasure. She has 
wrought a reformation already." 

My lady looked towards her cousin, as she 
sank into my old-fashioned easy-chair, say- 
ing,— 
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" Make her your confessor." 

Miss Fountain had taken off her bonnet, 
and hearing herself named, turned an in- 
quiring face towards us. I crossed over to 
the window, glad to follow the advice of my 
friend. 

"Lady Theresa thinks," said I, "that 
because I did not come last evening to 
thank you for your song, that it did not 
please me. I believe you do not care for 
praise any more than your namesake the 
fountain does, when it gushes forth, sparkling 
and clear, to refresh the thirsty earth." My 
listener softly smiled, as if she saw in fancy 
the picture I had drawn. 

" But I think you will care to hear that 
your singing inspired me with hope and 
courage, such as I have long been a stranger 
to. It brought back my recreant manhood, 
and this morning I have returned to my 
neglected duties. You have humbled me, 
Miss Fountain ; but you have given me some- 
thing better almost than happiness ; you have 
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reconciled me to my lot, until I can win 
something higher." 

Again she smiled, this time quite brightly. 
There was no vanity in the pleasure she 
seemed to take in my words. With un- 
affected delight she clasped her hands, 
exclaiming, — 

" I am so glad ! I did not want to sing 
last night, and wondered that Theresa should 
wish it ; but now I am very glad." 

Lady Theresa looked at us both, as if 
she hardly comprehended all that had been 
spoken. She seemed sad and uneasy that 
morning. At length she rosé from her seat, 
saying,— 

" Gabriella has come to live with me : 
piesen tly I shall renounce '* society/ and 
then my sweet cousin shall make a saint of 
me ; she can well spare some of her good- 
ness." 

" Do not talk so, Theresa," said the blind 
girl, shaking her head, as she too rosé and 
resumed her bonnet. "Don't you remem- 
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ber the parable of the Ten Virgins that 
madame read this morning at prayers ? The 
wisest amongst them had not one drop of 
oil to spare for any of the rest ; and if she 
had, it was not hers to give away, it belonged 
to the bridegroom. IfHe has given away 
any of His goodness and light, He is just as 
ready to give to you. His gifts are free to 
all." 

Tears started to Lady Theresa's eyes as she 
listened, and I was carried back to the old 
kirk far away, and to a little study where my 
grandfather had taught me the same truths as 
I stood by his knee» 

Little more was said, and ten minutes 
afterwards they went away, hand in hand, 
as they had come ; and the spot séemed 
sacred where Gabriella had sat and smiled 
and talked. 

I afterwards became a pretty constant 
visitor at Lady Theresa's; and all that I 
saw of Gabriella confirmed my first impres- 
sion of her character and consistent piety. 
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There was so little that was earthly about her, 
and even the loss of sight appeared a gain in 
her case. She seemed perpetually to gaze 
upon the brightness and glory of the in- 
visible ; and who can long contemplate the 
perfection of beauty and holiness without 
reflecting some of its sweetness, and growing 
spiritual also ? I have seen her sitting apart 
from the circle, apparently unconscious of 
what was being said or done around her, with 
the most radiant expression on her face ; not 
one settled light, but flitting and varying 
with the rapid tide of thought. It " made a 
sunshine in the shady place," or, as another 
old poet speaks of such an one, — 

" A happy soul, that all the way 
To heaven, hath a summer day." 

Yet withal she was full of sympathy, and 
ever ready to listen and console, with a very 
humble opinion of herseïf. Admiration gave 
her pain, and perhaps this utter absence of 
self was the secret of her influence over every 
one that came near her. All my burdens 



seemed to slip frora me directly I came into 
her presence ; and I noticed many changes 
passing over Lady Theresa, both in her cha- 
racter and pursuits. She seemed to be keep- 
ing her resolution, and excluding society as 
much as possible from her once gay and 
attractive mansion. The season was over. 
Still she stayed in town, passing the time in 
a very quiet manner. Her attachment to 
her cousin steadily deepened, there could 
not be a doubt; but I could see also that 
she was daily growing more unhappy and 
dissatisfied, and Gabriella could feel it too. 
She would creep to her cousin's side, and 
press her white cheek to the anxious brow, 
or murmur such loving, soothing words in 
Theresa's ear, that she could not help but 
smile, and for a time would seem to banish 
care. When this failed, as it sometimes did, 
Gabriella would sing, and then the cure was 
certain, for a day at least. 

One evening — it was then autumn — I 
called at my friend's. It had been an un- 
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successful and wearisome day, needing all 
my courage and patience — the stock as yet 
was small, but increasing — to prevent me 
using hard language against my adverse 
fortune. " I must go," I said, " and have 
another lesson, or learn the former one over 
again. 

A solitary lamp was burning in the large 
drawing-room where the ladies sat. After a 
lo w-spoken greeting, I took possession of a 
vacant lounge near the fire — for I was well 
established as an intimate guest — and then 
we were all srlent again. 

The glcwing firelight shone full on Ga- 
briella's face, which bore — a rare thing with 
her — a troubled look. I did not care to 
break the silence : it was enough for me to 
sit and gaze on a countenance that any poet 
or artist might have coveted to immortalize. 
While looking, I feit I was learning my les- 
son. Lady Theresa sat farther back, with 
her face shaded from the light, but her 
attitude bespoke dejection. Whatever the 
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cloud was that hung over her, it was not to be 
chased away by any amount of sunshine. It 
seemed inexplicable to me that any one 
could be continuously sad who had daily 
intercourse with Miss Fountain. Frora the 
hour that I knew her my whole life and 
purposes had been changing, yet not by any 
violent effort, and with but few struggles. I 
had just yielded myself up entirely to the 
new influences that bore upon me. I was 
a wonder to myself and others, as I steadily 
advanced. " And this blind girl," thought I, 
" has not only led me on, but she, who knows 
little or nothing of the world and its strifes, 
has taught me how to fight its hardest battles, 
and how to carry myself under its bitter dis- 
appointments." My reflections were broken 
off by Lady Theresa saying languidly, with- 
out changing her position,— 

" Mr. Walters, have not you a word to 
say? The sound of that clock, ticking off 
the seconds so monotonously, is getting in- 
tolerable." 



I glanced at her cousin, and uttered my 
thoughts aloud for answer, — 

" Oh ! could you view the melody 
Of every grace, 
And music of her face." 

" I never knew what Lovelace meant, until 
lately," said Lady Theresa, following the 
direction of my eyes. " But I would rather 
receive the music through my ears to-night ; 
my sight is not clear enough to discern * the 
music breathing from her face/ as Byron puts 
it Gabriella, sing to us, please." 

Gabriella shook back her brown hair, and 
came out of her dream. 

" I will sing you something you have not 
heard before," she said, after a moment's 
consideration, and began a sort of hymn, 
written by a Scotch divine. Both words and 
tune were extremely sweet. I think the 
music is still in manuscript, but the words 
are now well known, beginning, — 
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I once was a stranger to grace and to God, 
I knew not my danger, I feit not my load, 
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Though friends spoke with rapture of Christ on 

the tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu was nothing to me," etc. 

In the stillness which foliowed the conclu- 
sion of the hymn, a smothered sigh escaped 
Lady Theresa, that plainly told of pain and 
tears. Instantly the look of happiness, which 
the last verse had called up, faded out of 
Gabriella's face. She was kneeling by her 
cousin's side the next moment, with her arms 
around her, and her yearning, sightless eyes 
wide open. I feit it was best for me to go, — 
so I left without a good-night, except to 
madame, who was sitting writing in the ante- 
room. I hoped that poor Lady Theresa 
might be induced to open her heart to her 
gentle companion, who knew so well where 
peace and comfort could be found. 
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III. 

While busy with my models next day, and 
deep in fancies that all seemed to elude me 
when I tried to lay hold of them, a sudden 
thought struck me, that pleased me so well, 
I wondered why it had not occurred before. 
But it needed Lady Theresa's concurrence 
before it could be carried out ; and while I 
was meditating a morning call on that lady, 
my servant ushered her into my room. With 
brief salutation, she sank into -a chair and 
fixed her eyes on my empty fireplace. I 
saw the clouds of last evening had become 
denser, so I resolved to wait until she feit 
inclined to talk, and continued the occupa- 
tion that her entrance had interrupted. A 
sidelong glance at her drooping attitude, 
negligent attire, and heavy eyes, convinced 
me that she had taken little rest, and was 
now not only worn in mind, but wearied in 
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body. At last she roused herself up, and 
spoke, almost petulantly, — 

"I had no idea you had returned with 
such amazing zeal to your work, Mr. Walter. 
Can't you spare a few moments ?° 

"ITours, if you wish, Lady Theresa. I 
am entirely at your service, ,, I replied, laying 
down my tools, and standing with my back 
to the fireplace. Then I waited, feeling sure 
my visitor had come for some special pur- 
pose. Presently she looked up, and spoke 
again, with a touch of fierceness in her voice, — 
'" I am miserable. Tt is no use trying to 
hide it any longer ; I saw, days ago, that 
you were not deceived; and I know you 
wonder that Gabriella has no power to make 
me happy. I have watched you, surrender- 
ing yourself, not *blindly, but openly and 
consciously, to her influence, like any child, 
while I have been getting more wretched 
every-day. I don't know what has made 
me come to you ; one of my unaccountable 
whims, I suppose." 
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" Why not open your mind to your 
cousin? Surely you can find no better 
helper," I said, feeling my own inability to 
give advice, and secretly dreading any word 
or suggestion that should disturb my still 
feeble faith. 

" What ! " exclaimed Lady Theresa, sitting 
erect in her chair. " What ! teil that inno- 
cent Gabriella all the hideous doubts that 
will enforce theraselves upon me, and soil 
her saintly mind by pouring out all the wild 
sceptical thoughts that haunt me? She 
would hate and loathe me ; she, who talks 
so humbly of her sinful state by nature ! 
But, in truth, what does she know of sin ? 
I am unworthy of her love, and yet I can- 
not voluntarily deprive myself of the precious 
thing. For years I have wanted to live a 
better and nobler life ; but I must teil you 
that once I read a strange book, with a very 
attractive title, yet with infidel tendencies ; 
not exactly contradicting Scripture, yet by 
hints, and insidious questions and doubts, 
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doing far more evil than any direct attack 
on the Bible could do. I did not finish the 
book, but I had read far too much for my 
peace. Ever since then those questions 
have plagued me. If I could only forget or 
blot out that afternoon's study, I might be 
happy. When Gabriella sings, or when she 
is only near me, then the evil suggestions 
vanish, and my heart feëls soft and docile ; 
but once alone again, they start up with 
renewed strength to torture me. If I were 
quite sure the Bible was all an idle tale, I 
would return to the world and make the 
best of it ; but then I can't be . sure, and I 
abhor a state of indecision. Religion 
is a profound reality to Gabriella. I would 
not for worlds extract one grain from the 
dear blind one's happiness. When I look 
at her, I almost believe that her faith can be 
no lie, and I long to believe ; but can't. No, 
I can't. And why? Can you teil me ?" 
My friend had been pacing the room as 
she rapidly uttered the foregoing; and as 
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she asked the questions she fixed her eager 
eyes upon me, as if she would read her 
answer in my very glance.- Selfish consider- 
ations vanished before the sight of her 
anguish and perplexity, and in the instant 
(so rapid are the changes of thought) I com- 
pared her present sorrowful air and negligent 
attire with thè sprightliness and elegance that 
had made her the centre of atfraction wher- 
ever she appeared. Could this pale woman 
be the pretty idol of the fashionable world ? 
I would have given more than half my pos- 
sessions to have assisted her; but it needed 
som e one wiser and firmer than I to draw 
the veil away from her eyes. I took her 
hand and gently placed her in the chair 
again ; but without removing her eyes from 
my face, she waited for me to speak. 

" Will you for once submit to follow my 
advice and opinion ?" I asked. 

" In what way ? I shall be glad for any 
one to think for me. I have thought until 
I am bewildered," said her ladyship, sigh- 
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ing heavily; and I went on to say, hesita- 
tingly,— 

" I am convinced that you are mistaken 
about your cousin, — that is, about the effect 
your confidence would have upon her. She 
is good and pure, but not self-righteous ; and 
instead of despising you, as you imagine, the 
sharing your burdens would only increase 
her love. If she were a less devoted Chris- 
tian than she is, I should fear that you might 
confuse her mind, but you need have no 
misgivings on that point. She is no mere 
dreamer ; everything is clear and solid and 
real in her faith. Go to her, and ask her 
what you will. It raust grieve her to know 
(as certainly she does) that you are ill at 
ease, and yet cannot trust and confide in 
her." 

" Oh, but she will be shocked. You do 
not understand," she replied. " I sometimes 
cannot believe that there is a God, or any 
future life!" 

"I cannot attempt to argue with you," 




was ray answer. " I am only a learner my- 
self, and a very slow one, too. As yet, I am 
not able to ' give a reason of the hope that 
is in me.' I need not say how gladly I 
would solve all your difficulties if it lay in 
my power ; but were I the wisest theologian 
under the 'sun, I could not convince you as 
Miss Fountain can, because of the simplicity 
and singleness of heart that shines out in all 
she says and does. She seems to find the 
roots of things by intuition. Will you be 
persuaded by me, nion atnie ? Your cousin 
has been an infinite blessing to me, and I 
cannot help estimating her character and 
influence as almost beyond compare. Still, 
if it will be any relief to you, Lady Theresa, 
say all that is in your mind, talk over your 
difficulties, and they will not seem so for- 
midable. Let us face your enemies together, 
and see if we can demolish some of them." 

" I cannot talk any more to-day, thank 
you," said she, rising wearily, and fastening 
her cloak. " I don't know what made me 
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come, but I had no one to speak to. It is 
well madame is away on a visit, or she 
would worry her life out, poor soul ! and 
mine too, with questions and conjectures, 
when I return ed. No, I don't require your 
attendance home, Mr. Wal ter; my maid is 
waiting below. I know proprieties better 
than to come quite alone, remiss as I 
generally am in such matters. Perhaps I 
shall do as you say, though it seems risking 
much for a forlorn hope. Gabriella's love is 
the only bit of sunshine left ; I must venture 
it, and if it is taken away, I shall then suffer 
a total eclipse." 

She had nearly departed, when I remem- 
bered my scheme, and begged her to stay 
and give her opinion on a delicate matter 
in which she was partly concerned. Lady 
Theresa looked slightly surprised, and mo- 
tioned for me to proceed. So I told how 
much I had been impressed with the statu- 
esque grace of Miss Fountain — particularly 
while singing ; how greatly I was then at a 



i 



48 Gabriella. 



loss for a striking subject ; and asked if she 
would object to my making a study of her 
cousin's figure. My friend seemed to like 
the idea, and promised to gïve me abundant' 
opportunities for prosecuting my work; sti- 
pulating, however, that if I disposed of the 
statue it must be in a private manner, and 
on condition that it should not be copied. 
1 was only too happy to gain my object, to 
think any conditions too stringent ; indeed, 
I did not think it likely I should wish to 
part with it. It was arranged afterwards 
that, accompanied by madame, they should 
occasionally spend a morning in my studio, 
ostensibly for Lady Theresa to take a few 
lessons in drawing, since Miss Fountain was 
was not to be told anything about my in- 
tentions. 
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IV. 

Those were very happy mornings that the 
ladies spent in my rooms ; and the remem- 
brance of them lives in soraething more 
durable than the block of white marble that 
slowly assumed the image of the fair Gabri- 
ella. Sitting by the window, with the light 
on her brown hair and pale forehead, her 
eyes half-closed, and their long lashes shad- 
ing her cheeks, she used to look the picture 
of contentment. She would often sing to us, 
sometimes at our request, sometimes of her 
own accord; pouring forth the sweet notes 
with the ease and naturalness of any lark on 
a cloudless June morning. Then I seemed 
to draw in inspiration, and difficulties melted 
away before the firé of my zeal. Lady 
Theresa did not progress so fast with her 
drawing. As soon as the vocal music 
began, her strokes ended. She would play 
with her crayons until they were cast 
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aside, to hide emotion, or to conceal from 
madame the misery betrayed in her express- 
ive features. 

After Lady Theresa left my rooms that 
morning she had gone home, not much 
relieved or comforted. She avoided Gabri- 
ella's society most of the day, making some 
trifling excuses for her absence. In the 
evening they sat together, a solitary pair. 
All attempts at ordinary conversation feil 
flat, and soon failed entirely. At last Gabri- 
ella spoke, — 

" Cousin, I am blind ; but Providence has 
made up greatly for my loss of sight in other 
ways. I can teil directly, by the atmosphere 
around me, by the faintest sound and intona- 
tion, what others only read on the counte- 
nance. I do not wish to know your secrets, 
dear Theresa, but I cannot hide from myself 
that you are unhappy. I do not ask you to 
teil me the cause of your grief; I only ask to 
be allowed to weep with you. You will not 
deny me this privilege, will you, cousin? 
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I am cut off from sharing many of your 
pursuits; you will not, surely, shut me out 
from your sorrows and companionship and 
sympathies ? " 

" Dearest Gabriella ! you know not what 
you ask. J need not assure you of my love. 
You must know that you are dearer to me 
than anything else in the world. It was not 
want of confidence that kept me silent ; it 
was a desire to spare you, and shield you 
from any thought of pain or sorrow. I 
wanted your life to be bright and cloudless. 
I had planned how I would wrap you round 
with love until there was no room left for 
sadness to creep in, — but everything has 
changed ; the shadows have fallen over me, 
and I cannot escape their gloom. It was no 
use pretending to be gay before you ; I soon 
feit you were 'not to be deceived. And I 
should have opened all my heart to you long 
ago, but that I feared, — nay, I will not teil 
you what I feared. I will only ask you to 
try not to despise me altogether; if you 
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cease to love me, then I should hardly care 

* 

what became of me." 

" O Theresa, how can you think that any 
grief of yours should make me love you 
less? Am I so much less dear to you 
because the Lord has covered my eyes with 
His tender but darkening hand ? " 

" No, no ! your affliction has but entwined 
you closer round my heart. You do not 
understand, sweet cousin. We dweil in 
different inner worlds \ yours is one of light 
and peace, while mine is one of blackness 
and torturing uncertainties. If you can help 
me, pray do, Gabriella. How do you know 
that there is a God?" 

Gabriella started slightly, and then answer- 
ed reverently, — 

" Who made me, Theresa ?" at the same 
time stretching out her beautifully formed 
hands, and raising her face, in which thé 
soul shone out, despite those sightless 
balls. 

The sceptic feit ashamed of her question. 
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Who but a wise and master spirit could have 
made anything so divine? 

" I am worse than an idiot to ask such a 
Ihing," she said. 

" Better ask it than go on doubting," was 
Gabriella's response. " It is what all God's 
creatures say, in their hearts, till the Son 
reveals-the Father unto them." 

" But I thought myself wise, and your 
Bible just tells me I am a fooi." 

"We all think ourselves wise until we 
learn the first lesson in God's school, and 
that is, to know ourselves. If we were 
completely satisfied in ourselves, we should 
never seek another righteousness." 

"While I talk with you, Gabriella, my 
doubts are all put to flight ; I can believe 
that my soul is immortal ; but when I am 
alone, then I grow fearful. I do not want 
to think of living for ever. I have not been 
good, like you." 

" I am not good," replied Gabriella, with 
a pained look ; " you must not call me so, 
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cousin.' 'There is none that doeth good, 
no, not one' I am sinful, and should be as 
full of misery as yourself, if my Saviour did 
not carry all my sins and sorrows in my 
stead. When my sight was first taken from 
me, I murmured and rebelled. I loved 
nature fervently and passionately ; flowers, 
and trees and mountains and the blue 
ocean excited my greatest enthusiasm, and 
almost idolatrous worship. I never wearied 
of copying nature with the minutest care : 
you remember, Theresa, what pains I took. 
Well, I believed that some day I should pro- 
duce such vivid and glowing tints that I 
should rival nature. My aim was truth- 
fulness more than effect. It was an ambi- 
tious hope ; and while I fancied my success 
would be for the honour and glory of nature's 
God, my heart was being alienated from my 
Maker. Every day I was more absorbed in 
adoration of the works of His hands. I 
never saw my error until the stroke came, 
and the ' windows were darkened.' Then I 
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was desolate, indeed. I had no God in whom 
I could take delight, and I crept away to 
indulge my grief in secret. When . others 
talked about sunrise and sunset, the light of 
the moon and stars, the colour of flowers, 
and, above all, of the faces of friends or 
strangers, my sorrow was stirred afresh that 
I should see them no more. For many 
weeks I could not even remember familiar 
scènes; and when they slowly came back 
to my mental eyes, they seemed like ghosts 
of the departed. It was long before I could 
invest them with any warmth or life or 
charm, — such faded things they were. Day 
by day I sat like some lone prisoner in a dun- 
geon. Night and day were all one to me. I 
feit cut off from my kind, no longer of any use 
to God or.man. Those were sinful, bitter 
days, Theresa ; the only little consolation I 
could find was in the thought that my mother 
was spared the sight of her child's affliction." 
" Yes, dearest : I think it would have 
broken her heart. ,, 
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" Well, God knew what she had suflfered 

before, and spared her that stroke; yet I 

could not help yearning for a mother's love. 

In my solitude I became intensely conscious 

of a spiritual world around me; my soul grew 

and grew, and it seemed as if I heard 

around me eternal waves dashing and surg- 

ing. How I wished they would swallow me 

up, and hide me for ever ! Sometimes I 

cried out, but no answer came; the deeps 

called to the deeps, but they had no voice 

for me. At last, in my humiliation I turned 

to my neglected Saviour. I could not pray ; 

I could only lift my sightless eyes, and grope 

along the dim way. It comforted me a little 

to have some object in life again, or I think 

I should have lost my reason. The interest 

increased until I almost forgot to complain. 

Irresistibly I was drawn onwards. 'Show 

me Thyself, Lord, and I shall cease to pine 

after a sight of Thy creatures/ was daily my 

prayer. Still the sight was withheld ; and I 

should have fainted with longing, had 



Gabriella. 57 



not my mind been stored with words and 
thoughts of saints who, after sinking as low 
as I had, yet climbed .to the foot of the 
throne. Hymns I had read to my mother 
came back to me, like her voice speaking 
from heaven. And have you not often feit, 
Theresa, how soothing it is to utter our sad 
thoughts in the language of another, espe- 
cially in verse? — the rhythm lulls the pain. 
I used to say over old Quarks', quaint 
lines, — 

" 'Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot see ; 
To whom, or whither should my darkness flee, 
But to the light ? and who's that light, but Thee ? 

'"Disclose Thy sunbeams, close Thy wings and 
stay ; 
See, see how I am blind, and dead, and stray, 
O Thou that art my light, my life, my way.' 

Then Milton had drunk once out of the very 
same cup that I found so bitter, and yet 
he murmured not I saw my own pride 
and nothingness, as I recalled his patiënt 
words, — 
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" ' God does not need 
Either man's work, or his own gifts ; who best 
Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best.' 

So the Spirit led me, until being emptied of 
self, I found Him whom my soul loved, and 
the Merciful One has never left me since. 
No, do not weep, Theresa; I am very 
happy ; this outward darkness ' is the sha- 
dow of His wing.' 

" ' Beneath it I am almost sacred ; here 
Can come no evil Uring.' 

Dear cousin, believe in this Saviour and 
Redeemer. You are like Noah's dove, that 
found no rest for the sole of her foot. You 
have no resting-place for your weary foot 
and drooping wings; and there is nothing 
here to satisfy an immortal appetite. You 
have found that out already. Fly back to 
the ark, Theresa mine ; and He who made 
your soul, and loves it with an unutterable 
love, will stretch forth His wounded hand 
and draw you in, that you may nestle and 
hide in His own bosom." 
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" But Gabriella dearest, there are so many 
things I do not understand." 

"Nay, then, Theresa, I see what hinders 
you. Have you never read 'Except ye 
become as little children, ye shall not enter 
into the kingdom of heaven' ? We are not 
saved for our knowledge, but for our faith. 
We will talk over your difficulties another 
time ; it is late now, and we are both wea^." 

And talk they did ; Gabriella never being 
drawn aside from the simple word of truth. 
But Theresa, like her cousin, had to pass 
through deep waters before her heart yielded 
itself entirely up. Her intellect assented, 
but such assent only is not what God re- 
quires. 
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V. 

The statue progressed, and for a time 
engrossed almost my every thought. Once 
I had wrought only for fame, and so I had 
failed ; now my aim was one worthier of a 
responsible being. Once I cared only to 
please ; now I desired to elevate and refine. 
As the figure got nearer 'completion, I 
became feverish with anxiety. No alchemist 
watched for the success of his experiments 
more eagerly than I did for the soul to 
breathe out of that pure marble. I hardly 
gave myself time to eat, or taste the fresh air. 
Many nights I ro$e from my bed and took a 
lamp to criticise the day's work, and I always 
discovered some fresh imperfections that 
planted thorns in my pillow. 

" You are working too hard," said Lady 
Theresa, one day, to me. 

I could smile, for after all I was very 
happy to be at work again. I only replied, — 
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" Your ladyship thinks too much ; " and a 
sigh was my answer. The lines of thought 
and care were too plainly visible round the 
mouth and across the brow of the pretty 
peeress. 

It was the last day that I should require 
the presence of my lovely model; and I 
saw, by Lady Theresa's delighted counten- 
ance, when she caught sigtït of the piece 
of sculpture, that I had accomplished 
something. Her eye travelled from it to her 
cousin, and then back again to the statue, 
with increasing satisfaction. 

" It is Gabriella — her very self ! " she 
whispered. 

But I did not want praise ; I could not 
bèar it then. I had found more faults than 
ever that morning. My ambition rosé 
higher than praise. I could . find no more 
severe or unrelenting critic than my own 
judgment, which had set up a high Standard. 
To attain it, I strained and wrought; but 
failing it, no human applause could deceive 



\ 



62 Gabriella. 



or console. At that time I believed I should 
reach my Standard. I am wiser now. I 
know that in this world my best ideas can 
never be realized; there are no materials 
here that will take the impress of that 
which the spirit only can grasp. In another 
world my dreams will meet me as bright 
realities ; the sweet phantoms that here elude 
me will then suffer me to fold them in my 
arms. Nameless creatures now, I shall call 
them all by name ; mysterious and vague 
now, I shall then know them even as I am 
known. Yet, if we would ever reach perfec- 
tion, we must try to seek and find it here 
below. It is a toilsome ladder to climb, and 
many are the slips we make; but angels 
cheer us as they pass up and down, helping 
many a weak and fainting soul ; and at the 
top of the ladder stand a blessed company, 
whose songs float down to us, "Come up 
hither ; " and, Gabriella ! thy voice, too, 
sounds the sweetest of them all ; it still helps 
me on, when heart and flesh seem failing. 
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The statue was finished next day. It was 
touched and retouched, until I really had 
caught soraething of the " music breathing in 
her face." Before noon I sat down to rest ; 
and from waking I passed to sleeping 
dreams — I was so weary with the close 
application to mywork. When I awoke, it 
was afternoon, and a letter was lying on the 
table beside me. A cold shiver came over 
me as I took it up, and a strange unwilling- 
ness to open it possessed me. The writing 
was Lady Theresa's. I had often received 
notes of invitation from her before ; but this 
note I fancied looked strange. However, 
this seemed folly. I tore it open, and read. 
Alas ! it was no fancy ; the clear firm hand 
had indeed wavered. The contents were as 
folio ws : — 

" Dear Friend, — I am full of sorrow and 
amazement. How shall I pen the words 
that I have not yet dared to utter aloud ? 

" Gabriella's songs on earth are ended. 
She is no more ! There, I have written it ; it 
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stares at me ; but my heart is still blind and 
deaf, and cannot believe in so terrible a 
truth. Yet when I think of all she was, I can- 
not wonder that the beautiful soul has been 
borne away to its native sphere ; — the wonder 
is, it stayed so long with us. She bid the 
world good-night, and opéned her eyes this * 
morning in Paradise. Now she sees the face 
of her Father, whom having not seen she 
loved. I must write to you how this stroke 
feil upon me; I could not trust myself to 
speak of it. 

" She seemed quite strong yesterday \ very 
happy ; indeed, almost blithe. I could not 
help noticing her several times, moving 
about more than was her wont, bursting out 
with snatches of hymns that, now I recall 
them, were prophetic of her sudden depar- 
ture. Once with great emphasis, she sang — 

" ' I shall behold His face, 
I shall His power adore, 
And sing the wonders of His grace 
For evermore. ' 
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" And once, coming quietly into the room 
where she sat, I heard her repeat, with a 
rapturous expression and intense feeling, 
some lines I had lately read to her. I can 
never forget the sweet, awe-struck tones of 
her voice. I think she was uncönscious that 
she was quoting another, so strikingly did it 
seem to be the language of her own heart, as 
she murmured hardly above a whisper — 

" ' Visions come and go, 
Shapes of resplendent beauty round me throng, 
From angel lips I seem to hear the flow 
Of soft and holy song. 

" • It is nothing now 
When Heaven is opening on my sightless eyes, 
When airs from Paradise refresh my brow, 
That earth in darkness lies. 

" ' In a purer clime, 
My being fills with rapture ; waves of thought 
Roll in upon my spirit — strains sublime 
Break over me unsought.' 

" When I wished her good-night, she asked 
how * things went with me now ; if there was 
more light beyond ?' 
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" I said, ' No ; it was still dark, within and 
without.' 

" Do not despair, ' she replied ' the day 
will soon break and the shadows flee away. 

" She spoke very hopefully, and kissed me 
tenderly as she spoke, adding, 'As for me, 
"I sit down under His shadow with great 
delight. Good-night, dear cousin : wait 
patiently. Though He tarry, yet He will 
come, and in such a way and time as we 
think not.' 

" These were the last words that she spoke 
to me ; and a happy smile was on her lips as 
she left the room, feeling her way along the 
hall and staircase. I heard her dismiss her 
maid on reaching her own room, but this 
she frequently did. An hour afterwards I 
too retired to rest; but an irresistible im- 
pulse led me to open Gabriella's door, and, 
if she were awake, to say good-night again. 
She was kneeling by the window-seat, the 
moonlight streaming into the room and over 
her clasped hands and upturned face. I 
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hastily shut the door, fearing I had disturbed 
her devotion. Then I went to bed and feil 
asleep. Gabriella always rosé early, and her 
morning hymn has been the first sound I 
have usually heard on awaking; but this 
morning all was silent, and I dressed with 
some haste, thinking she might be indisposed. 
I softly opened her door ; there she knelt by 
the window, just as I saw her last night, 
except that her head was bent down on her 
hands. A glance convinced me that she had 
not moved since then, and in an agony of fear 
I sprang to her side. I dreaded to touch 
her, inwardly hoping against hope, in that 
dreadful moment, that she had but lately 
risen. I whispered her name. No answer. 
In desperation, I lifted her head, and the 
bright morning sun feil on her marble face. 
She was dead ! my Gabriella ! I should have 
screamed, but the heavenly smile on her lips 
took away my terror ; never had she looked 
so beautiful, so perfectly happy, and biest. 
It disarmed death of all its horror. So 
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sweetly and peacefully she seemed to have 
passed away, it was as if an angel had bent 
over and kissed her, stealing her soul in that 
embrace, and leaving the reflection of his 
glory on her lovely countenance. For a mo- 
ment sorrow was swallowed up in awe, but 
the shock was great. I stooped down to kiss 
my darling's lips, and grew dizzy, and feil. 
I suppose I fainted. But oh ! the waking ! 
I cannot weep. It is only past noon, yet it 
seems a year since I lifted up her lifeless face 
to the bright mocking sunshine. When I 
think of her happiness, and remember that 
she is no longer blind and afrlicted, I cannot 
help rejoicing. It must now be my chief ob- 
ject to follow her footsteps. Come and look 
at her once more, Mr. Walter. She is pale 
and cold as her marble statue ; but nothing 
in this world ever bore the stamp of anything 
so angelic as her dying smile. You who 
knew my Gabriella will understand that this 
is no common grief for me, and requires no 
ordinary fortitude to sustain it. With her 



Gabriella. 69 



meek example before me, and the blessed 
hope we have concerning her present bliss, 
it were a sin to murmur. 

" Nevertheless, for a little space my anguish 
must have way, Pray that this tribulation 
may work in me patience and true re- 
pentance. 

" Ever your friend, 

"Theresa de Bourne." 

Perhaps I was scarcely less stunned than 
Lady Theresa herself when I finished read- 
ing her letter. I got up and shook myself — 
hoping that I was still dreaming; but there 
was the letter ; that was no figment of fancy ; 
and with a groan I ran my eye once more 
over its contents. I too had loved the fair 
Gabriella, as something sacred, to be thought 
of with the deepest reverence ; a being sent 
by kind Heaven to waken me up from sloth 
and despondency ; to teach me how to use 
talents and manhood in a worthy cause ; 
and, above all, to remind me of a life to 
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come. She never seemed like other women, 
this blind girl, " with scarce a taint of mortal 
life, except her mortal birth." Who could 
help loving her? Man as I was, 1 am not 
ashamed to own that my tears feil fast as I 
looked at the spot where she so lately sat, 
filling my studio with sounds that a monarch 
might have coveted to hear. 
* In the evening I obeyed my friend's 
summons. She met me at the head of the 
staircase, offered me her hand without a 
word, and signed me to follow her. A crim- 
son silk counterpane covered the bed, and 
partly relieved the stiffness and rigidity of 
the still figure lying there. Some wax can- 
dles on a table near cast a strong light on the 
features of the dead. Going round to the far 
side of the bed, Lady Theresa stood and 
gazed intently at her cousin with bright, tear- 
less eyes. We stood so for a long time ; then 
I thought it time to withdraw, and stooped 
down to kiss Gabriella's hand. "Farewell, 
sweet maid!" I said; "thy prayers are ended. 
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* He hath given thee thy heart's desire.' " 
I passed round to where Lady Theresa was 
standing, and contlnued, — 

" We did wrong, dear friend, to think her 
songs are finished. Even from the shores 
of eternity her sweet voice will still reach us. 
As we are tossed to and fro upon the waves 
of life, it will allure us to her own peaceful 
home. She will still be our good angel." 

Lady Theresa tried to answer, but her lips 
moved convulsively, and she sank down 
beside the bed, weeping passionately. This 
was what I desired ; grief and the physical 
shock of that morning had produced a 
stupor that seriously alarmed me. I knew 
it was no time to speak further, so casting 
one more look on the dead, and again 
breathing a farewell, I resigned Lady 
Theresa to the care of madame, who had 
stolen into the room after us, and left the 
house. • 
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VI. 

It was three weeks from this time before 
I saw Lady Theresa, for sickness had pros- 
trated her. Some one knocked at my door 
one day, and on opening it, there she stood, 
as if afraid of entering. There were traces 
of illness visible, but I was pleased to see 
that, though sad, her countenance bespoke 
more inward peace than it had ever display- 
ed. She advanced timidly into the room; 
then glancing round, she motioned me to 
uncover the statue of her cousin. 

" It is better even than I thought it was," 
she said at last, dashing the tears from her 
eyes. "Mr. Walter, this will make your 
fame and fortune. I do not wish it to be 
kept from the public. No one can look on 
that pure face and not be better for it." 

" I wish," said I, " she knew how much I 
owed her." 

"Perhaps she does. I think she does. 
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Our beloved Gabriella's death has seemed 
to open a door in heaven for me. I don't 
know how it came to pass ; I only know 
that all my doubts have melted away, and 
many mysteries are explained. I am re- 
signed to my loss, though I cannot cease 
lo mourn." 
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VII. 

Ten years ago ! And those years find me 
today unaltered in purpose and in aim. 
Gabriella's influence is as strong as ever. 
The spirit of song still haunts my studio, 
reanimating me after a failure, and keeping 
me faithful to the sacred ends of life. Lady 
Theresa has not been decoyed back to the 
scènes of gaiety she renounced years ago, 
but still pursues the humble, yet noble work 
of ministering to the wants of the poor and 
the sick, and especially of the blind. 

Our lives and labours are and must be 
incomplete. Nothing, whether of good or 
111, is finished in this world, saving the per- 
fect love of Christ And when He shall 
gather up the ends and fragments of our 
efforts, labours, and sufferings, counting them 
as tokens of our love and worship, they and 
we shall be found complete in Him. 
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and Labours of Dr. Livingstone.' Comprehensive in range, 
abounding in detail, and vividly presenting the grapnic 
description of the great explorer himself."— Kecord. 

Talking to the Children. 

By Alexander Macleod, D.D. Seventh 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 
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An exquisite work. Divine truths are here presented 
in simple language, illustrated by parable and anecdote at 
once apt and beautiful." — Evangelical Magazine. 
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PRICE THREE SH1LLINGS AND 
SIXPENCE E ACH. 

Mariner Newman : A Voyage in the Good 
Ship "Glad Tidings" to the Promised 
Land. 

By Düncan Macgregor. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 

"As Bunyan in the 'Pilgrim's Progress' describes what 
we may call the ' overland route ' to the celestial city, so the 
present author sketches the pilgrim's course from the city 
of Babyion the Great over the mighty deep, in the good ship 
'Glad Tidings.' The book is cleverly wntten, and is alive 
with interest from first to last." — Word and Work, 

Dr. Talmage's " Poïnts." 

Suggestive Passages, Incidents, and Illustra- 

tions from the Writings of T. DE Witt 

Talmage, D.D., of Brooklyn. With Fine 

Portrait. Eighth Edition.. Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 

" Dr. Talmage's sermons abound withpoints which shine 
like diamonds and pierce like arrows. Those here collected 
are numerous, suggestive, and calculated to be useful to 
other preachers."— The Ckristian. 

Robert Raikes, Journalist and Phil- 
anthropist. 

A History of the Origin of Sunday Schools. 
By Alfred Gregory. With Photograph. 

" The public and private life and character and career of 
this great and good man are traced in these pages with a 
firm and faithful hand, guided by an ardent sympathy 
with the great and good work he performed." — Public 
Opinion. 

From out the Deeps. 

A Tale of Cornish Life. With an Introduc- 
tion by Rev. S. W. Christophers. Second 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, Illustrated. 
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' This is a very readable story, and gives a capital idea 
of life in Cornwall. The story is full of interesting situa- 
tions. " — Nonconformtst. 
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PRICE THREE SHILL1NGS AND 
SIXPENCÈ E ACH. 

Origïn and History of the New Testament. 

With Appendix on the Apocryphal Gospels 

and Acts. By James Martin, B. A. Third 

Edition. Small 8vo, cloth. 

"Very able and compendious handbook. Mr. Martin 
has neglected no authoritative source of information. He 
has done his work with scholarly appreciation and skilful 
succinctness." — British Quarterly Review. 

Thoughts for Heart and Life. 

By Theodore Cuyler, D.D., Brooklyn, 
U.S.A. Being a New Edition, in One Vo- 
lume, of "Heart Life," " Heart Thoughts/' 
and "Heart Culture." Fcap. 8vo, cloth. 

"Just the book to take up in spare minutes. The 
thoughtful and vigorous tone maintained throughout is most 
welcome." — Rock. 

The Romance of the Streets. 

By the Author of " Children Reclaimed for 
Life," etc. Fourth and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 

"There is a fascination in the contents of this volume 
which instantly rivets the attention and draws the reader on 
from page to page and subject to subject with such un- 
flagging interest as to make it no matter of surprise that 
a second edition has been called for." — Record. 

Men of Faith ; or, Sketches from the Book 
of Judges. 

By the late Rev. L. H. Wiseman, M.A. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

"Very precious are the lessons which these 'men of 
faith ' teach us, and those lessons are here applied to the 
circumstances of the times in which we live. We thank 
Mr. Wiseman for this volume." — Methodist Recorder. 
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PRICE THREE SHILLINGS AND 
SIXPENCE E ACH. 

Mohammed, Buddha, and Christ. 

By Marcus Dods, D.D., M.A. Second 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

"These lectures upon the founders of the three great 
religions are at once learned, impartial, and interesting. We 
can warmly recommend these lectures to earnest readers of 
all classes."— Standard. 

Remarkable Facts: lllustrative and Con- 
firmatory of Different Portions of Holy 
Scripture. 

By J. Leifchild, D.D. Fifth Edition. 
Cloth. 

The facts narrated nearly all came within the cognizance 
of the author during his ministry, and he has connected each 
with a brief exposition of a passage of Scripture. 

The Story of the Jubilee Singers. 

With 104 Songs and Photograph. Fifty- 
fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

"To such as desire a keepsake which shall supply the 
history of their lives, or their biography and work, no Setter 
can be had." — Christ tan Age. 

Grace for Grace. 

Letters of Rev. William James, of Albany, 
U.S.A. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 



n ' 



The present collection of letters is eminently practical, 
setting forth as they do the duties and trials of the higher 
spiritual life. It is the history of the growth of grace ui a 
repentant soul."— Standard. 
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PRICE THREE SHILLINGS AND 
SIXPENCE E ACH. 

The Song of Christ's Flock in the Twenty- 
third Psalm. 

By the Rev. John Stoughton,D.D. Fourth 
Edition. Cloth. Crown 8vo. 

" An exposition of the twenty-third Psalm, by Dr. Stough- 
ton, is sure to contain much that is valuable as well as 
much that is attractive, by reason of the fluent, easy style, 
the apt illustration, and effective word-picturing." — Record. 

The Daily Prayer-Book, for the use of 
Families, witn Additional Prayers for 
Special Occasions. 

Edited by Rev. John Stoughton, D.D. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" There is nothing sectarian in the prayers, so that they 
may be used by Churchmen and Dissenters alike. The 
selection is one of the happiest we have seen." — Reliquary. 

Glimpses of the Inner Life of our Lord. 

By Professor W. G. Blaikie, D.D., LL.D. 
Second Thousand. Cloth, crown 8vo. 

" A devout, spiritual, and tender little book. ït will be 
valued as a higher kind of religious reading, in which both 
mind and heart are ministered to." — Brttish Quarterly 
Review. 

Personal Visits to the Graves of Eminent 
Men. 

By the Rev. Canon Bardsley, M.A., 
Rector of St. Ann's, Manchester. Fcap. 8vo. 

" The book is admirably done ; the style is smooth, 
graphic, and clear ; and altogether there are few works so 
small that contain so much." — Art Journal. 
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PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS E ACH. 

Christian Sun sets ; or, The Last Hours 
of Believers. 

By the Rev. James Fleming, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 

" A very welcome volume. Dr. Fleming tells the facts 
he has to record in simple, earnest, impressive word». The 
result is — a most instructive little volume, showing how 
Christians die." — Freentan. 

"Mr. Fleming has searched the roll-call of Christian 
biography, and collected some fifty examples, from all 
ranks, all ages, all circumstances, and all climes, of the 
promise that 'at e very evening time it shall belight.'" — 
Christian. 



The Poets of Methodism. 

By the Rev. S. W. Christophers. Second 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" This is a very attractive title of a very attractive book. 
Mr. Christophers has long been known as an ardent student 
of Methodist history and hymnology. The matter of the 
Volume is most attractive, and must secure widespread 
attention and interest. Many of the names here presented 
are both familiar and precious." — Methodist Recorder. 

The Fulness of Blessing ; or, The Gospel 
of Christ as lllustrated from the Book 
of Joshua. 

By Sarah F. Smiley. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" We deern this an esoteric explanation of the book of 

ioshua of a very high order. If we view it, as Miss Smiley 
as so carefully done, we shall have before us, as is^ well 
said, 'a picture the grandest in its proportions, the most 
life-like in its groupings, the most striking in its wealth of 
colouring, and the most skilful in its quiet touches, of any 
that God has given in this art-gallery of truth.' " — Record. 
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PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS E ACH. 

Cloth elegant, crown $vo f bevelled boards. 
FOÜRTH EDITION. 

The Beggars; or, The Founders of the 
Dutch Republic. 

By J. B. de Liefde, Author of " The Maid 
of Stralsund," &c. 

" A fascinating historical romance. The subject chosen 
by the author in this case is intensèly interesting and allied 
to a capti vating story ; the reader cannot failto bc delighted 
and instructed?' — Court Journal. 

SEVENTH EDITION. 

The Bairns ; or, Janet's Love and Service. 

By the Author of "The Perils of Orphan- 
hood." 

"A very charming Canadian tale. Fewmore touching 
and attractive delineations of religious life in Canada have 
appeared."— British Quarterly Review. 

THIRD EDITION. 

Nothing but Leaves. 

By Sarah Doudney, Author of "The Great 
Salterns," &c. 

" Miss Doudney is known as a writer of graceful poems 
as well as a story writer, and the delicacy which character- 
ises her verses is reflected in her prose style." — Daily News. 

THIRD EDITION. 

The Sisters of Glencoe; or, Letitia's 
Choice. 

By Eva Wynn. 

" The lesson enforced is rendered clear and striking, and 
we can only bespeak for it the attention it deserves." — 
Pictorial World. 
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PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS E ACH. 
REV. WILLIAM JAY'S WORKS. 

In Eight Handsome Volumes, each Volume 
being complete in itself and sold separately. 
Crown 8vo, Roxburghe Binding. An entireïy 
New Re- Issue, comprising — 

i. Morning and Evening Exercises. 

JANUARY tO MARCH. 

il Morning and Evening Exercises. 
April to June. 

iii. Morning and Evening Exercises. 
July to September. 

iv. Morning and Evening Exercises. 
October to December. 

v. Family Prayers for Six Weeks, Morn- 
ing and Evening. 

Printed in Large Type. 

vi. Short Discourses. 

To be read in Families. Volume I. 

vu. Short Discourses. 

To be read in Families. Volume II. 

vin. The Christian Contemplated. 

" Books that have circulated by thousands have passed 
out of the domain of criticism. We have only to commend 
these as among the best books of practical devotion which 
this century has produced."— British QuarUrly Review. 
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PRICE FIVE SHILLINGS E ACH. 

A Popular Commentary on the 
New Testament. 

Comprising the Text, with Marginal Refe- 
rences, Copious Explanatory Notes, and 
Numerous Maps, Plans, and Engravings. 
By D. D. Whedon, D.D., LL.D. 

Volume I. , Matthew and Mark. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" This is a very sensible commentary, replete with sound 
information. Dr. Whedon has made the reader of his com- 
mentary aware of all the light which modern travel and 
geographical research have thrownon the evangelie history." 
— British Quarterly Review. 

A Popular Commentary on the 
New Testament. 

Volume II., Luke and John. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

_ " Thoughtful scholarship and evangelical simplicity com- 
bine to give a charm to this commentary, which will com- 
mend it alike to the student and the devotional reader. 
Really good illustrations add to the attractiveness of the 
volumes." — The Fireside. 

A Popular Commentary on the 
New Testament. 

Volume III. , Acts and Romans. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" It is carefully written ; and the author is conversant 
with the works of many previous expositors. His comments 
are for the most part brief, compressed, and to the purpose." 
— Exfositor. 

A Popular Commentary on the 

New Testament. 

Volume IV., 1 Cor. to 2 Timothy. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 

"The illustrations, plans, and maps are numerous and 
well executed. Dr. Whedon writes with singular indepen- 
dence of view and much happiness of expression. We lcnow 
of no commentary with so good and so valuable a fund of 
information within so small a space." — Standard. 

Volume V. % completingthe work, will bc published 
in 1878. 
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PRICE SIX SHILLING 'S E ACH. 

Sir Titus Salt, Baronet : His Life and lts 
Lessons. 

By the Rev. R. Balgarnie, Scarborough. 
With Photographic Illustrations and Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" Few modern biographies are more full of practical 
lessons than that of Sir Titus Salt. The book before us 
is sure to be widely read and greatly enjoyed." — Leed* 
Mercury. 

The Superhuman Origin of the Bible 
Inferred from ltself. 

By Henry Rogers. Fifth and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

"We believe this work will be regarded as the most im- 
partial, the most candid, the most rational, and the most 
complete defence of the superhuman origin of the Bible 
ever written." — Theological Quarterfy. 

The Jewish Temple and the Christian 
Church. 

A Series of Discourses on the Epistle to the 
Hebrews. By R. W. Dale, M.A. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" A valuable contribution to our exegetical theology." — 
Homilist. 

A Scripture Manual. 

Designed. to Facilitate the Finding of Proof 
Texts. Alphabetically and Systematically 
Arranged. By Charles Simmons. New 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 524 pages. 
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We know of nothing superior to this ; the work will 
prove a valuable h.éi"p."—Nonconformist. 

" A very valuable work for Bible students." — Rock. 
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PRICE SE VEN SHILLINGS AND 
SIXPENCE E ACH. 

The Poetical Works of Thomas Cooper. 
Comprising "The Purgatory of Suï- 
cides," " The Paradise of Martyrs," and 
Minor Poems. 

In One Volume. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" Epic poems may be said to be now more in demand 
than in the days of the Chartist agitation ; and 'The Pur- 
gatory of Suïcides' will, we hope, find readers who will 
appreciate its enthusiasm for liberty, its imagjnative power, 
and its command of poetical expression." — Daily News* 

"No one can read 'The Purgatory of Suicides' without 
recognising in it creative imagination and true poetic firc" 
— Spectator. 

The Maid of Stralsund. 

A Story of the Thirty Years' War. By J. B. 
de Liefde, Author of " The Beggars," &c 

" Gives a capital picture of the Siege of Stralsund in the 
Thirty Years' War. It is an excellent historical novel."— 
The Guardian. 

"A highly interesting romance. The exciting events of the 
Thirty Years' War are depicted with much fidelity, and the 
love story lends an additional charm to a thoroughly read- 
able book." — Court Journal. 

From Jerusalem to Antioch. 

Sketches of Primitive Church Life. By the 
Rev. J. Oswald Dykes, D.D., Author of 
" The Beatitudes of the Kingdom," etc. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" A treatise on the Acts of*the Apostles from the ascension 
of the Lord to the foundation of the Church in Antioch, pre- 
paratory to the mission work amongst the Gentiles — at once 
philosophical in its scope, critical in its method, popular in 
its style, and evangelical in its spirit."— The late Rev. IV. 
Arnotin Family Treasury. 
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PR1CE SE VEN SHILUNGS AND 
SIXPENCE E ACH. 

The Handbook of Bible Qeography. 

By the Rev. George H. Whitney, A.M. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth. Contain- 
ing a Descriptive and Historical Account of 
every Place, Nation, and Tribe mentioned 
in the Bible, and IÜustrated by nearly One 
Hundred Engravings, and Forty Maps. 

" Very admirable, and done with much intelligence and 
care." — British Quarterly Review. 

" A painstaking and useful compilation, which will supply 
the place of more costly Biblical works."-— Guardian. 



Sacred Streams. 

The Ancient and Modern History of the Rivers 
of the Bible. By Philip Henry Gosse, 
F.R.S. With Forty-four Illustrations, and 
a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" Here is a great treat for the Christian reader. Those 
who know how Mr. Gosse blends the naturalist and the 
earnest believer will form a shrewd idea of how he treats 
his subject and makes the Rivers of the Bible stream with 
instruction. He writes charmingly and devoutly." — Rev. 
C. H. Spurgeon in Sword and Trowel. 

Studies on the New Testament. 

By F. Godet, D.D. Edited by the Hon. 
and Rev. Canon Lyttelton, M.A. Second 
Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

" Unquestionably M. Godet is one of the first, if not the 
very first, of contemporary commentators on the Scripture. 
His portraits and his descriptions are projected upon the 
canvas with the brilliancy of the oxy-hydrogen hght, as 
compared with the oil-lamp of ordinary comprehension ; and 
we have no hesitation in advising all students of the Scrip- 
tures to procure and to read with careful attention these 
luminous essays."— Literary Churchman. 
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